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Duffy. It is a corruption, but a pretty one.
I have the whole somewhere, but have mis-
laid it. Here is the verse quoted in The
Master:

O, I will dye my petticoat red,
With my dear boy I'll beg my bread.
Though all my friends should wish me dead,
For Willie among the rushes, O!

The same verse in the old version goes thus:

I'll dye my petticoats, I'll dye them red,
And round the world I'll beg my bread,
Until my parents shall wish me dead,
Is go d-teidh tu, a mhuirnin, slan!1

"For Willie among the rushes, 0!" is beauti-
ful. I wish we could claim it.

Apropos of novels, a publisher told me the
other day that he constantly had orders for
complete editions of the Tales by the O'Hara
Family', but finds that the best novels of the
brothers Banim are out of print, while some
of the worst are still selling merrily. The same
is true of Carleton, as far at least as Ireland is
concerned. I have made some inquiries and
find that some of the worst books he wrote,
books written to raise the wind in his time of
decadence, are still in print and selling stead-
ily, while his greatest novels, Fardorougha and
The Black Prophet, the two greatest of all

1 "And mayest thou go, my little darling, safe!"